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SREBRENICA, 
THE THINNEST THREAD 
IN THIS WORLD 


I. 


bourgeois house. I don’t think she has evet spent a night 

in it. | thought that it had collapsed on its own, but the 
woes of the refugees had brought back to life even more 
dilapidated and derelict homes. I am thinking of the house 
and my cousin. 

‘I am grateful to them for having taken me in’, she tells 
me and motions with her head towards the war inhabitants 
of her house. 

My aunt is an old lady with a young name. Maybe she 
was the first woman in all of Bosnia to carry such a name. It 
was only in more recent times that the children were more 
frequently given such a name. And only the female children. 
There are no male Zerinas. 

My aunt should be named Zerrin. Her mother Farah, a 
true beauty of Izmir, agreed to come with het sister Zaynab 
so that she could alleviate some of her loneliness in Bosnia. 
In her Izmir, Zaynab had fallen in love with some Bosniak, 
Schovac was his last name — a bey and a merchant from 
Rogatica. No one knows whether he cast a spell on her ot 
whether she was captivated by his good looksr And also, 
when a woman is presented with a chance to blindly fall 
‘n love with someone, it is difficult to talk her out of it. 
From such a woman, a man cannot be saved by any kind 


ran into my old aunt Zerina. She was coming out of her 
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of conjuration! When she arrived with him, and once she 
realized where she had come, she immediately started 
sending letters to her parents telling them that she was living 
in clover and that it could not be better in This World for 
her — the best; and that she was missing her sister Farah 
and that they should send her over for a while as a female 
companion. They wrote back to her telling her that it was 
long way to Bosnia. If one had left, how could they let the 
other daughter embark on such a long journey. So, you have 
Liven up on seeing me again, she wrote back. And I thought that you 
didnt show a special favor to either of us. So you mish to say, if I am 
miserable, then at least she shouldn't be! But you're mistaken. You are 
badly mistaken. I am doing well. So well, it could not be better. And 
where in my letter does tt say that Zaynab is going to get married here? 
Just let her come. That happens among Bosniaks. The bride has a right 
to it. The woman who brings along with her another woman, so that she 
may have an easter time getting accustomed to the new SUrrOUNALNGS, 
1s called obikusa. So that with Farah I may also have an easter time 
accustoming myself to such beauty. And she can go back home, even if 
she doesnt feel like it. Ill send her to you... They wrote. She wrote 
back. Until one day, instead of their letter, Farah came to 
Rogatica. She found her sister reveling in opulence and in 
ponderous trepidation, not knowing whether her husband, 
a great philanderer, is going to bring home a second wife 
from his trading trip in Herzegovina. A\ reprobate, God forbid! 
He cares not for the house, not tn the least. He only cares for having a 
drink and food for himself. Ele loves to coax glances from girls. That’ 
the kind of a person he is, so told her the malicious tongues from her 
neighborhood, telling her that they wouldnt put it past him to bring 
her a giaour woman. 

Jealousy. An ailment from which women suffer the most. 
Even her sister’s reassurances do not alleviate the pain: 

‘Don’t worry. It’s never the way people make it to be. 
Give it time, wait a while!’ 

Anyway, Farah did not go back to Izmir. Back went 
Zaynab. 

Or maybe Farah thought that her sister won't run away 
as far as Izmir and that she would comeback before she 
reached Izmir; or she was perhaps ashamed of her sisters 
disgrace and did not wish to be held accountable for her 
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sister's mistake; or maybe she became enamored with her 
brother-in-law. Whatever the case, Farah stayed on. [ven 
after it became known that the older sister wasn't even 
thinking of coming back from Izmit. 

She bore, for the grateful bey, a son and a daughter. 

The son was named Semsi-bey. The name, neither 
Bosnian nor Turkish: it could go either way. It wasn't Semso, 
Semsija or Semsudin, but carried a mark of nobility within 
it. 

Semsi-bey had been rarely spoken of, except that by 
the time of conscription he grew into a handsome young 
man and that during the World War every trace of him was 
lost. That is all. No one knew whether he had survived, but 
there was no evidence that he hadn’t. It wasn’t appropriate 
to speak of him as living or dead. Neither was his name 
passed over in silence. One shouldn't do one wrong: no one 
could even think ill of him. Simply, nothing was said. Nor 
is it nice to speak of the living as if they were dead; nor is it 
nice to speak of the dead as if they were living. Silence had 
been chosen as the most difficult, but at the same time, the 
most appropriate solution. 

Later, the daughter was like heaven sent. She was born 
at the time of her brother’s conscription. The father hadn't 
even thought of taking exception to the mother's wishes. 
The girl was named Zerrin. Zerrin is a narcissus. Narcissus 
angustifolina. 

It is an unusual name for Bosnia. Especially because it 
more resembled a male name. But Sehovac-bey approved 
in advance of everything his amiable wife did, doing all 
within his power to satisfy her every wish. On the other 
hand, she was not demanding, so their marriage went on 
as if they were two collared doves in a gilded cage. ‘The 
Bey gave up his traveling and went into shop keeping. Soon 
after he relinquished the ¢efenak' business to the young 
men working for him and totally surrendered himself to 
gratifying the trifling whims of his worldly hurija’. 

During his life Zerrin remained Zerrin. When he 


' 6efenak — a wooden covering for the store windows and doors 
* hurija — a beautiful maiden in Heaven 
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passed into the Hereafter, neither Farah nor the daughter 
were asked permission and Zerrin became Zerina. That way 
the name was at least a little more simple and obtuse. The 
town does not like anything out of the ordinary. So if no 
one could do any wrong to Farah-hanuma!, then at least one 
letter could be added at the end of her daughter’s name, so 
as to make it a real female name, just as they did to Zaynab 
long time ago, so that she was quicker out of Bosnia then 
she had been out of Izmir. 

And one can’t call out to himself. His name is that which 
the others call him by. Whether one wants to answer to it or 
not, people will have their way. 

Zerina became my aunt. My uncle Meho moved to out 
estate in Odzak so that he could be closer to his mother. 
Already living there was my uncle Ferid, the oldest son of 
Rahman-bey Djozo. A bachelor and an odd fellow. The 
newcomer from Srebrenica didn’t bother him the least. It 
must have been that he hadn’t even noticed them in his home 
for he was so obsessed by an idea of making a flying carpet. 

My uncle didn’t like it when people made fun of his 
intentions. One could feel that he was becoming annoyed. 
He would say that one cannot invent what had already been 
invented. A flying carpet existed. It has been confirmed with 
a helium balloon, glider, helicopter and the airplane. He only 
wants to restore an old invention. During his longstanding 
attempts also appearing in the skies were rockets, which he 
simply added to the list of his existing argumentation. 

‘If all those flying machines — so heavy — can soar up 
into the skies and hang in the air, so can a flying carpet! 
I don’t want to invent anything. I am only endeavoring to 
fathom the craft of the earlier civilization of which we 
would speak only as a myth. My intention isn’t alchemic. 
There is no confirmation that they were able to make gold 
out of other metals, but no one has denied the existence of 
the flying carpets in the time in which they existed. They are 
spoken of as something that simply was...’ | | 

My grandfather Rahman-bey Djozo was delighted with 
Meho’s and Zerina’s moving to Odzak. He felt that it was a 
sign from God. 


' hanuma — a lady 
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[ can just barely remember how in our house 1t was 
sometimes mentioned that, after the wedded couple had 
eone to the country estate, grandfather withdrew into his 
belvedere and didn’t come out for a month. He didn't eat 
at all. He only allowed for a pack of fiver Sarajevo cigarettes 
and a jug of water to be left in front of the door just before 
maghrib.' But after the early sounds of the night became 
silent and the quiescence in which grandfather whispered 
his prayers by reciting a special prayer and praying the 
nafilanamaz” was broken, on the other side of the door 
one could distinguish the scribbling sound of a quill on 
paper and thus conjecture that he was occupying himself 
with secret writing. 





Even earlier it was surmised that he was secretly engaging 
in writing. Writing is a torment of solitary existence. But 
never has he lent himself to isolation for this long. Nor has 
he ever before, to such a degree, surrendered himself to 
writing. He imposed upon himself one month of fasting, 
in addition to Ramadan. He broke his fast only with water 
and cigarettes, and offered special prayers to Allah to thank 
Him for having sent Zerina to talk Meho into moving to the 
estate in Odzak, so that he could help his dotty brother Ferid. 
I think that it has also been said that, while eavesdropping 
at the door, they heard grandfather, delighted because of 
Ferid, sobbing out of gratitude to God. 


In our and every respectable Bosniak home, man’s tears 





‘ maghrib — a prayer at sunset 
* nafila-namaz — voluntary prayer 
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did not flow, or so it was thought. But it was unthinkable 
that out of the old cornel-wood, having seasoned — for 
nearly one hundred years and having been windswept. for 
a quarter century more, one could squeeze out a single tear 
drop. The old grump had never, up until my birth, laid his 
hand caressingly on the head of any child, nor did he ever 
wish to show his weaknesses. That’s the way it was when 
he told Ferid, because of his foolish behavior regarding the 
flying carpet, to get out of his sight and move to Odzak. 
The decision was sudden. But everyone knew that neither 
one would swallow his pride and that they would never set 
their eyes on one another while living. And then, Dear Allah 
granted him a daughter-in-law who wanted to live on the 
estate in Odzak so that she could be closer to her mother. 
He conveyed to them a house in the town with a mutvak'! 
and a rather small court-yard. However, they lost track of 
time in Odzak. They remained in Odzak even after Zerina’s 
mother died from the great sorrow for her father. And even 
after the first and the second Jugoslavia had plundered bey’s 
estates throughout Bosnia. They managed to bribe a manager 
of a farming cooperative - some Serbian from Sumadija who 
was sent here to create collective farms - at the time when 
even the Russians had gotten rid of them, and buy back a 
dulum’ or two of their land next to the belvedere. Slowly 
spending the old gold pieces, they lived, without progeny, 
like two old tree-stumps who were only happy to be moved 
into the garden by their obligation to perform there some 
menial work and to care for Ferid’s sustenance. And. they 
had never spent a whit more on themselves than what 
grandfather — feigning pride in his old age and reminding 
them that he was only fulfilling his obligation in regards to 
inheritance — set aside in the hamper for Ferid’s needs. 
When they became fearsome of old age and came 
upon the realization that there was a danger that they might 
become short of finances, they let me know to put up the 
house in the town for rent, if there was anything left of it. I 
did not find subtenants, but I took the rent to them regularly. 





‘ mutvak — a kitchen separated from the main house 
* dulum — a measure for the surface of land (1000 square meters) 
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Our old lineage was hanging on by a slender thread and | 
was delighted beyond words that the encounters with the 
three elderly individuals had turned into an obligation. That 
way I would see them at least once a month and give them 
some money, telling them it was from the rent. 

The new wat in Bosnia found all three of them in very 
old age — totally decrepit. It seems to me that during the 
time I was still able to visit them, they were so lost in their 
decrepitude that I, due to my preoccupation with my own 
problems, had consigned them to oblivion. And then, I was 
suddenly presented with a sign!P? My aunt came down to 
Srebrenica! It was a sign or an omen? It had to be one or the 
other. She would not show up just like that, for no reason. 

Oh man, what has the noble descent been reduced to! 
And what has my aunt Zerina — Anatolian lady of the highest 
rank — been reduced to. She, a dreamy captive of the Djozo 
belvedere in Odzak, who never allowed herself to be seen 
in a kat! which had not been impeccably groomed. She also 
had dimije,? blouses and headscarves that could not fit into 
two wardrobes. And now she was in Srebrenica, resting her 
arms on the paling of her dilapidated house, wearing dimije 
made out of faded blue and white checkered bed sheet. 

She could see that my eyes were resting on what she 
was wearing. She was not embarrassed nor was she in a 
hurry to explain her appearance. She spoke to me slowly 
and quietly: 

‘You and I, we are the last ones. The last of the Djozos 
in This World. They set uncle Ferid on fire. Alive. Barely 
alive, but alive. Ramo, the son of that Adem from Odzak, 
came by. He popped into our house after midnight. He 
thought it was empty. That no one was inside. He was 
looking for flour. He said that they were raiding the houses, 
those who remained from Odzak, taking turns. They 
quickly get some food and bolt into the forest. Sometimes 
they pop into the village during the day, firing a shot ot two 
and then back to the forest again. The Serb neighbors are 
still not sure whether the village is deserted. And they are 


' kat — dimije and a matching blouse 
* dimije — baggy Turkish trousers worn by women 
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not in too much of a hurry to lay their hands on what is 
ours. They are too convinced that everything belonging to 
us will finally become theirs. Their guys are preparing for a 
ferce attack on Srebrenica and are not willing to risk 
attacking Odzak alone. Ard it has been seven days, says Adem’s 
Ramo, since the village was evacuated. In such a confusion, who 
would have knonn whether some did not get out. They were shouting 
out my name as well, she tells me. They even let Ferid know. 
They did. I heard them shouting out that there was no 
sense in waiting any more, that we had to run. I was not 
able to. My husband was dying, and even Ferid, there, in 
that house, wasn’t doing any better. He had a stroke... 
When Ramo saw me, he almost died. He could have even 
had a stroke. That’s how surprised he was to see me and 
Meho. So many houses and he decided to steal from ours! 
Well, never mind. I forgive him. The Chetniks would have 
ended up with everything anyway. And above all, he 
happened to find me. Let me not speak of how uneasy he 
felt about the whole thing... Yes, my Merdzan. Two days 
after the village had been evacuated, your uncle Meho died 
— God rest his soul. I sat up the entire night, as is the 
custom in our parts until the husband is buried, in the bed 
of the departed. At his feet. In the morning I come out of 
the house, going from home to home, finding no one. Only 
those Chetniks, from the woods, shooting. Bullets whizzing 
by, like wasps. They are cutting through my dimije. They 
are also whizzing about my head. I take some broth to 
Ferid to feed him, as if he were a child. What can I do? He 
had a stroke. Lying down for the tenth day now, paralyzed. 
I can’t have him help me bury my Meho, I spent the second 
night, sitting up at my husband’s feet. Maybe someone is 
going to show up tomorrow. The next day, I came out of 
the house again. The Serbs are shooting. The bullets are 
cutting their way through my dimije and my blouse. From 
house to house, I am quietly calling out for anyone. No one 
is around...The third night and the third day, the same. 
During the night I sat at the feet of the departed. I 
wandered through the village. They are shooting, I take 
something for Ferid to chew on. On the fourth day I did 
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not take any food to Verid. I did not feel well. Maybe it was 
trom the lack of sleep, or sitting up the night at Mcho’s 
teet, or maybe because his body had already started to 
decay. I prayed to both, God and my Mecho, to forgive me, 
but a dead body produces a stench one cannot describe. | 
only sat and prayed to God that someone would come 
along, | couldn’t leave Meho unburied. I couldn’t bury him 
on my own. I prayed to God for the Chetniks not to realize 
that the village is deserted. They will see that no chimney is 
smoking. And I cannot stand upon my feet and go kindle a 
fire in some of the houses in the village...I did, I went out 
at night and got the wood-burning stoves going across the 
village. The Chetniks see the smoke. They realize that if 
they proceed into the village, there would be someone to 
shoot at them. So they start shooting. Frenzied bullets 
whistling, but not anywhere near me. They don’t see me in 
the dark...It was God’s giving that on the fifth night 
Adem’s Ramo appeared. The man almost fainted. The 
¢efin' was gleaming white in the darkness. And I, next to 
the ¢efin, like a shadow, darker than the darkness of the 
room. Well, I also got frightened by Ramo, but at the same 
time I was glad to see him. I explained everything to him. 

He consented right away and dug a grave in the backyard in 
the soft ground, And it wasn’t shallow either. He dug as 
much as he could in the darkness and as far as the soft 
ground went, so that the Chetniks wouldn’t hear. We 
lowered Meho into the grave and Ramo said the prayers, 
appropriate or not. He told me that we should leave the 
village. I cant leave my brother-in-law Ferid, \ tell him. What's 
wrong with him?, he asks. I explain. Well, I can’t carry him. He ts 
too big a burden, he says. He isn't heavy any more, 1 say. He is as 
skinny as a beanpole. But he wouldn't want to leave the house, \ say. 
He himself says that his days are numbered. All right, says Ramo, 
! wasnt thinking of bis bodily weight, I meant to say that Ferid 
himself is a difficult man. But if he doesn’t want to leave the house, 
he doesn’t have to, he says to me. And he adds: Come with me, 

well leave at night. I can’t walk in the dark, \ say. And I am slow 
too. You g0 ahead. Thanks all the same. 111 g0 on my own. Just tell 


' éefin — a white sheet used to wrap the body of the deceased 
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me which way 1 need to go so that 1 come to Srebrenica. Whatever you 
want, says Ramo. YouT/ go this way, and along that way, and then 
that way, he says as he motions with his hand through the 
dark. When you come across a beech tree, which has a hollow the size 
of a gate, hang right, he says and leaves. He forgot to take the 
food IT had prepared for him. Should I call him? I want to, 
but I am afraid that the Chetniks, from above, will start 
firing at the sound of his voice... That’s the way it was. The 
daylight was breaking through. I set off for Ferid’s house. 
They are not shooting, Maybe it is early for them. I told 
Ferid that Mecho had been buried, and that the Chetniks are 
around the village and that the village is deserted. I told 
him that I came to see what he had to say. He says: Do as I 
say just once more. You leave! You go abead, Zerina!l I forgive you 
everything in This world and the Hereafter. My time has passed. Do 
not worry about me. | told him not to give up. God has many 
more blessed days, dont give up!, 1 say to him, but he was going 
to have his say. I should go, he kept telling me as the most 
normal person. And he was. It’s never the way people make 
it out to be! What harm could his carpet cause for anyone?! 
What harm? None! He never did any wrong to anyone. 
May God rest his soul...What could I have done? It is our 
custom to listen to the advice of the elderly. He forgave 
me, but I opened my mouth to ask him again for his 
forgiveness, just so that I would have something more to 
say. Do you forgive me Ferd? He didn’t answer...I didn’t turn 
around so that I could hear him. I can’t lie and say that I 
did. I don’t know whether he had let out his soul or 
whether he did not wish to repeat what he had already said. 
But I think I might have heard some coughing while I was 
leaving the door ajar. That’s why I think that they burnt 
him alive. But they didn’t do it yet. First, I went back to the 
house. I put on my best kat — dimije and a blouse from the 
vety bottom of a sehara.’ [ put on my best head scarf, 
trimmed by embroidery. I untied the cow and the heifer 
and left the barn door open for them, Then I made my way 
down the garden. Dragging one foot after the other. For 
one thing it was steep and I also couldn’t go any faster, And 





' sehara — a wooden chest 
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they, started shooting like crazy from up above. Right at 
me. What was I to do? Where was I to go? Oh, my God!? 
Anyway, I didn’t want to live. Nor did I want to die. What 
was I to do? Where was I to go? Oh, dear Allah! And then, 
I sat down. | sat right down - comfortably. Well, as much as 
one can sit comfortably on the sloping ground below our 
house. I didn’t feel that I had been hit. So I lit up. I took 
my time and lit up, so that I could smoke a cigarette in 
peace...Smoking tobacco is a habit I took from my 
mother...For those Serbs, I was a clear target. I don’t know 
how many cigarettes one can smoke when one is not in a 
hurry, but that’s how long I sat there. I raised myself up. 
They were still shooting, right at me...I took another step 
or two, and I was out of their sight. I disappeared down 
the sloping ground. They could not see me anymore. I no 
longer could feel the bullets cutting through my kat and the 
headscarf, but I still could hear the shooting while I was 
descending into the brook. Later, when I was climbing up 
the hillside on the other side of the brook I could hear 
them howling. They were making a racket in Odzak. They 
have come down into the village. When I was on top of the 
hill, just before I hung a right, towards Srebrenica, at the 
hollow beech tree, I saw Ferid’s house in flames. God rest 
his soul. They set his house on fire first. Later, all of the 
houses were ablaze. But they first set Ferid’s house on fire. 
I guess they found him alive, so they wanted set his house 
on fire first. There, that’s it...’ 

‘There...’, quietly cries the Anatolian lady. 

‘Don'’t...’, I say. ‘It is not our practice. I don’t know 
whether it is 

the custom you brought from your mother, from the 
days of long ago. But is not in Bosniak tradition to cry for 
the departed. Therefore, if you were able to abide by the 
custom to sit through the night at the feet of your dead 
husband until he was brought out of the house, then you 
can hold back from crying. Do not abandon the tradition. 
You were in Hell and Dear Allah delivered you from its 
flames. Do not let yourself be denied any of the heavenly 
rewards on the account of a trifling matter.’ 
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‘My dear Merdzan! You and I are all that is left of 
Djozos in This World...’, she speaks as she returns to the 
front yard. 

She barely opens the gate as she invites me with the 
motion of her hand to follow her. 

Under the pillow, in the small room, in the smallest room 
— what is in the Bosniak home referred to as the small room 
— in her small room which the refugees relinquished to her, 
my aunt takes from under the pillow the tattered remains 
of her kat and headscarf she wore while the Chetniks were 
trying to kill her. 

If there is one thing I know it is a bullet mark on 
clothes, and even if I didn’t, every inhabitant of Srebrenica 
was familiar with it. Bullets are closer to us than the shirts 
on our backs. They are the thinnest thread in This World 
separating us from death. And there is no doubt whatsoever 
that my aunt’s dimije, her blouse and her headscarf and 
everything else that was on her, had been ripped to threads 
by bullets. In her violent existence in Odzak and her leaving 
from home, inside her clothes a flurry of bullets swarmed 
and not one of them even scraped her. It is a miracle of 
God! 

Dear Allah! The Knower of all! The Omnipotent! I 
am only a helpless Merdzan Djozo. All praise goes to you 
for having sparred an ancient Anatolian beauty and an old 
Bosniak woman from death that the enemies of our fate 
had intended for her. I pray to You, shower her with Your 
mercy for the remainder of her absent-minded existence 
in This World — in Srebrenica. Dear Allah! The Knower of 
All! You know whether the last minutes have expired and 
whether the end of This World in Srebrenica has drawn 
very near. I have been granted as much knowledge as I can 
comprehend. That’s why I fear for aunt Zerrin, not knowing 
whether she was saved when she was saved. 

Zerrin is a narcissus, Narcissus angustifolina, 

My aunt is a flower. Narcissus. 
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keep remembering the movies with cowboys who would 

chase down the Indians into reservations and, over the 

occupied prairies, they would drive the Indian cattle into 
a stampede. I don’t know what needs to be done to the cows 
so that they would give themselves into a frantic stampede. 
Later, they are probably driven only by their survival instinct 
and they give themselves to a frantic stampede, instinctively 
feeling that that’s how they would save themselves from 
death. 

Lam watching the female apparitions in scramble. These 
creatures have, following a long, too long of a wait, gotten 
the first taste of real food. They found enough strength 
to storm the trucks which brought the food. No one can 
hold them back. Not even the violent attempts of the 
UNPROFOR soldiers; not even the firing into the air from 
the hidden rifles belonging to the defenders of Bosnia; not 
even commander who attempted to address them. 

Useless is any kind of promise that all those who wish 
to travel to Tuzla would be able to do so. It’s only that, as a 
prior condition, it is necessary to establish order. Nothing, 
The survival instinct rules the mass of women who, for too 
long now, have only had death before their eyes. Their frenzy 
is being drowned in the last remaining hope that they will 
survive only if they get hold of a place on the trucks. They 
are trampling on each other. They are being smothered. 
They are shaking off the children from their clenched 
hands. Having climbed the trucks, they throw down those 
who have been smothered to death. And they are not doing 
it out of pity for the dead. They are only making some space 
for themselves, hoping to get out of Srebrenica. They are 
even ridding themselves of the suckling child from their 
breasts. 

Is there a limit to the decline of mankind? 

Does despair have a worse name? 

Have all the depths of Hell revealed themselves? I don’t 
know. I wasn’t counting. Or maybe I lost my count. But | 
thought that all seven of them appeared, 
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Where is Srebrenica disappearing to? 

The perception of the nightmare of a movie stampede 
with the Indian cattle is loosing itself in texperience of the 
madness of the Bosniak women in front of the trucks of the 
UNHCR, whose headquarters are in Geneva. And where is 
Geneva, and were 1s Srebrenica, and what has Bosnia been 
reduced to! © 

I don't feel like going home. Now, when I can finally 
go home whenever I want. And when I can go home for 
as long as | want. And when I have someone to go home 
to. | am not even a soldier on leave. Just like everyone else 
in Srebrenica, | am only a demobilized defender of Bosnia. 
But I don’t feel like doing anything nice. In this kind of 
shape, | don’t even feel like seeing Tenzila. I don’t need a 
neuropsychiatrist. There is no cure for the sight my eyes had 
witnessed. I don’t blame the women who had lost the last 
trace of their humanity. Those who brought them to such a 
condition are to blame. I have experienced the stampede in 
front of the UNHCR truck as the burial of the last illusion 
about man and humanity. 

I never could understand the pagan custom among 
the Bosniak of not going home after the burial. I scorned 
such type of fear of death. This is me coming back with the 
total disgust and aversion with life. There was no burial at 
the funeral I was returning from. We, the surviving ones, 
have been turned into a grave. Is this grave ever going to be 
exhumed? And whose mortal remains would be found while, 
during the excavation, it stank on European corruption? 

That’s why I don’t feel like anything nice. I don’t want 
to set my eyes on Tenzila. 


There is no bridge over the sea 

There is no brain inside the stone 

There is no hair on the palm of the hand 
There is no mane on an oxen 

There are no horns on a horse 

There are no spots on a raven 

There is no evil eye on Merdgan Dyoxie... 
Is someone calling me from the dead? 
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Be gone, straval’ 

L:xpelling you is the sight of the eye 

That has fallen of Merdgan Dyoxie 

And fallen on a dog 

Or are the dead calling me? 

Gods angels came 

Merdzan Dyoxié’s evil eye to take away 

To a cold mountain 

Into a red sotsi 

Into a valley deep 

Into a mountain high 

Where a dog barks not 

Where a rooster crows not 

A cow lows not 

A bull bellows not 

A horse neighs not... 

It’s as if, above my head and chest and above my legs, 
lead is being poured into water. It is sputtering. 

Black eyes caused the evil eye 

God's angels removed it 

Green eyes cause the evil eye 

God's angels removed it 

Hawkish eyes caused the evil eye 

God's angels removed it 

Yellow eyes caused the evil eye 

God’ angels removed it 

My face is getting wet. Then my chest. Wetness on the 
right arm, from the elbow to the fist. Then on the left leg, 
from the foot to above the knee. And the left arm. Then the 
right leg. 

Three enchantresses came 

God's angels took them away 

In whirluind 

In the breeze 


| strava - a pagan ritual which has, with the coming of Islam to 
Bosnia, assumed some religious elements. It is performed to cure 
the ‘evil eye’ or to chase away the fear in an individual, usually 
caused by stepping in a place where the jinn (spirits who could 
assume human or alimal form and influence man by supernatural 
powers) gather. 
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The mind wonders throughout the world 

Like a bee over the flowers 

Like a cloud in the sky 

I am again being doused by wetness. And once again 
I am listening how, above my head and chest and above 
my legs, fire is being extinguished in water. And the lead 
is no longer sputtering. It’s as if the weevils are falling into 
water. 

The evil eye sits on the threshold 

The enchantress under the threshold 

Whatever the evil eye touches 

The enchantress removes tt. 

The evil eye has nine brothers 

Of the nine... 

erght 

Of the eight... 

Seven 

Of the seven... 

SIX 


Of the six... 


Of the four. 

three 

Of the three... 

LWO 

Of the two... 

one 

Of the one... 

none 

And as the numbers get smaller, the hissing sound of 
water is heard. 

The evil eye has two eyes 

One eye fiery 

Second eye watery 

The watery one bursts 

And extinguishes the fiery one 

Extinguish — the evil eyes 

Like these live coals 

Like the foam on water 
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Luke the gold on gentle folks 

Evil eyes — away with you 

lo the mountains high 

Where a rooster crows not 

Where a dog barks not 

Remain there 


It is coming to an end. I am cxerting myself so that I 
might hear some Qur’anic verses. I don’t heat them. I only 
heard the casting of spells. If they were casting out my fear 
and performing the strava, du’as would have to be heard. If 


casting of spells can be heard, then so must the reciting of 
Qur’anic verses, 


lo a cold mountain 

Into a red joist 

To a mountain high 

Where a dog barks not 
Where a rooster crows not 
Where a horse neighs not... 


Someone is riding me. Raving on top of me. On my 
nude body. In a house without a Qut’an. Raving or maybe 
not. Or maybe I am even enjoying it?! Or it is my Tenzila? 

It is her. 

Frightened by my dying, totally obsessed with Eros 
since she’s been staying with me in my tiny room, fearing 
that she might lose me, she is drawing on the last juices of 
my manhood. 

But the breasts are not Tenzila’s. These are not woman’s 
breasts. This, above Tenzila’s face, is not hair. It is mane 
being tossed. 

This is a nightmare tormenting me. And in the rhythm 
of the swinging body it repeats the fiery sighs. 

Into a red joooiuiist... 

Into a cold mountaaaaain... 

Lhe roosters doesn’t croooow... 

The watery one buuuuunurst... 

Fixctingnishing the fieeryyyy oneeeeee... 

I am once again no more. I have lost myself again. 
And I am uselessly groping around. I am scratching my skin 
in vain. I have nowhere to scratch. I don’t even have nails. 
There is no whiteness. NO blackness. 
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But I must exist somewhere, since I sense that I do not 
exist and nothing else exists. Someone who doesn’t exist at 
all cannot be aware of such things. 

Again, my Tenzila. Slowly she sways. She is not raving. 
The only thing she is still obsessed with, since she survived 
in Cerska and on the way from Cerska, is making love. No 
longer a metaphysical being at all, presetving love inside 
herself only as a physical thing. 

The breasts are hers. 

Herts. 

Tenzila’s breast are striking me. 

She is not raving. 

It is her. 

Some find the last sense of freedom in food, some in 
hunger, some in flight, some in suicide, some in something 
else, but she finds it in sex. And she won't allow me to 
wriggle out from under her. She was my grass. Carnal bed. 
My horizontal. The only remaining vertical. Now she has 
saddled me as well. She has transformed into a vertical. She 
is swaying. From above. On top of me. 

And once it is not het. 

A dog does not baaaark... 

Foam on water does not froooooth... 

Gold on the gentlefoooolks... 

On the gentlefolks the gooooold... 

The evil eyes, firebrands, young men.. 


Again, lam no more. 

And J am again conscious of the fact that after the 
nightmare and before the nightmare, Tenzila’s breasts were 
beating on my heart. 

Tenzila, my sweetheart! 

*Tenzilal’ 

It is me hearing myself speak. 

I am yelling: 

“Tenzilal’ 

I am screaming at the top of my lungs: 

‘Don’t run away! Do not leave me! I had only gone to 
the other side! Don’t 
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be afraid! I only thought I was dead! But maybe you 
didn't! Tam not telling you to be frightened for me because I 
have become a shaheed. I am telling you not to be frightened 
because I stayed alive in This world!’ | 

May the Almighty God have mercy on you, deary!’ 

I hear an echo. Just like when the beech forest above 
Srebrenica enters into the night, shortly before a weather 
change, emitting a tumbling sound. Iam listening attentively 
to the echo: 

‘May the Almighty God have mercy on you deary!” 

Yes, I hear them. I hear the voices of This world! 

It isn’t Tenzila. 

Nena Bejda. 

The old lady from our neighborhood who performed 
the ritual of strava. 

She is calling out to me. 

‘I hear you!’, I answer. 

Or I just think that I am saying it. | am sinking. I am 
strugeling against it. 1 am 

crawling. I am crawling along the floor and reaching for 
the latch. Iam screaming, I am calling out to the enchantress 
from our neighborhood. 

I am opening my eyes. And I see that I am in bed. And 
I see nena Bejda. | 

And for the first time I see myself lying in a bed. But 
I see as much of myself as a man can see while he is lying 
down. I no longer see all of me. Now I am watching myself 
with my eyes. It is dawning on me that I, thinking that I was 
in a delirium, watched myself as I was lying in bed. I saw 
myself from up above. From the ceiling... 

That’s how the soul, at the moment the body surrenders 
it, sees the body, its former dwelling place. | 

I know this. In the hospital, I had been told this by the 
wounded for whom they thought were already dead. 

I am beginning to remember! | 

I just keep remembering that I was coming back... 
Memories came flooding, That I didn’t want to go home; 
that the mothers ripped their suckling children from their 
breasts. That I experienced, I don’t which level of Hell in 
This world. And now I am watching myself in bed. 
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‘May the Almighty make everything turn out for the 
best. And it doesr’t 

look good, deary!’ 

The old enchantress from our neighborhood!!! It is 
her, 

Bejda! It’s not Tenzila... 

I hear nena Bejda. She is talking to me. She 1s talking to 
me, thinking that she 1s talking to herself. 

She must realize that [am no longer a corpse! Should I 
move; let her know: 

‘Neeenaaa Beeeydaaa! It’s me Merjaaan, ..jaaaan!’ 

I hear nena Bejda. I can see her and hear her. She hears 
me too. She is spitting into her bosoms. 

‘Ih, you gave me such a fright, you dog! And, by God, I 
thought that there was no cure for you! I thought you were 
already dead...’ 

‘It looks like Iam not!’ 

‘Well, you were almost dead, but you aren’t any more. 
Thank dear God a thousand times, whether he is listening 
or not. 

‘He hears everything, everywhere!’, I say. 

‘I know. It’s just a saying. Just a saying, But you are alive. 
As long as you're quarreling, you're alive, you dog you!’ 

It was no longer spring. It was autumn in Srebrenica. I 
cannot remember the second war spring. For months I had 
been in limbo, neither dead nor alive. 

During that time, which could be referred to as time- 
hiatus, they even brought me the doctors from the Doctors 
Without Borders. Doctor Mahmié came also. He kept vigil over 
me and, in the inefficacy of his own know-how, mumbled 
du’as he still remembered. They brought different imams’ 
to me. Imam Durmish from Slapovici recited du’as on one 
side of me; either to die or to stay alive, but for one side to 
tip the scale. I suffered a great deal. Then my aunt Zerina 
bought a black ram and ordered a kurban? sacrifice to be 
made. That is the custom, so that one would die an easier 
death. Or, at least, be restored to health. Then, she brought 
nena Bejda to perform the ritual of strava. Such was the 
custom in the Djozi¢ neighborhood, they told her, 


‘imam - a Muslim preacher 
* kurban — a sacrificial offering by the Muslim 


A6 


SREBRENICA — NAJTANJA NIT N4 OWVOME SVYETU 
oo eeeeeeeeeNNSFsSseese 

‘And Tenzila? Where is Tenzila>’ 

Which Tenzila?’ asks Bejda. 

‘Lam not asking about what she has done to me. | know 
about that. lam just asking you where she is, 

‘Never mind that...’, replies nena Bejda. 

Aunt Zerina also came. In her new kat. Brand new. 
Untouched by bullets. She is moving her lips above me 
like a dervish above a dead Shaikh. Oddly miraculous. All 
aghast, as if she were struck by lightning. Astonished by 
my resurrection. She, who has experienced personally such 
things that she should never be surprised by anything. She 
is bewildered by my experience. I wonder what it is T must 
have endured?! 

Struck by the torment of old Zerina, I do not ask her 
about Tenzila. I would like to ask her. More than anything 
in the world, I would like to ask aunt Zerina about Tenvila. 
She wouldn’t be able to keep the truth away from me. But 
I'am not even thinking of unsettling the dignity of the lady 
of Anadolia with the mention of another woman. Only the 
fragments of a song escape from my lips. I start to sing: 

Look at me, 0 Anatolian beauty, in the name of Muhammad, 

And sevdalinkas' I shall sing for you. 

I shall feed you mith almonds, redolence to give you, 

Juices I shall give you to drink, so that you would speak to me 
of love... 

‘Oh, I am glad IJ have lived to hear that song from you... 
Even if... Well, I am no longer grieved by the prospect of 
dying...’ 

After her mother Farah, she was the greatest lady to 
ever set foot on the territory of northeastern Bosnia. She 
was one of a kind lady. She sacrificed her youthful beauty 
so that she could be close to her beautiful mother, and her 
mother left her entire family behind just so that she could 
be closer to her jealous sister Zayneb, and remained with 
her sister’s husband, obsessed with the requital of injustice 
her sister caused with her flight from home and enchanted 
with the nearness of the tangible beauty in the far-off land 
of Bosnia. 





' sevdalinka - a traditional Bosniak love song 
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The winter had once again made me bed-ridden when it 
seemed to me that I would finally be up and about. 

Aunt Zetina closed her eyes for the last time not even 
ten days after I was up on my feet again. It was spring. The 
third wart spring. Even her death was peaceful. She had sent 
for me to come without delay. She told me that she had lied 
down to die and that she was afraid. She told me that she had 
been watching for too long how I was tormented by dying 
and that she too is frightened of such Djozo’s way of dying. 

As she was surrendering her soul, she told me: 

T too am a Djozié. Ain’t I? Tell me honestly, ain’t IP 
Ain’t Te? 

‘You are, my Anatolian lady, you are...’, Iam squeezing 
out a shrill from my constricted chest, and my Adam’s apple 
was completely dried. 

I am crying, I think it’s my first time crying. 

‘You are! Only my grandfather knew how to be a Djozo 
as well as you did...’, I persisted in my professing of her 
belonging to the ancient and famous stock of Djozos. ‘You 
are, my Anatolian lady, indeed you are!’ 

‘Fortunately it was already freedom when you were 
dying...’ 

It wasn’t even close to freedom. But I couldn’t allow the 
thoughts of the repugnance of war to disturb this moment of 
her soul’s peacefulness. At that moment she closed her eyes. 

It was nice. Beautiful. I can only grieve for not being 
able to watch my fill of her death. 

She died too quickly. In a moment. It’s as if I, while 
struggling against the fever, lived out the torment of het 
dying. Or did she do it, in an even more convincing manner, 
while fleeing before the Chetniks in Od3ak? It could be that 
she has been dying her whole life and, in the end, she was 
rewarded with an easy, too easy of a death. Peaceful. Quiet, 
too quiet of a death for Srebrenica. God rest her soul. 

My aunt is a flower. Narcissus, 

For the first time since I had completed my softa' 
practice, when, during the Ramadan, following gradation 
from Ghazi? Husrav-bey’s Madrasa, I was a teravih-im- 





’ softa - a madrasa student 
. 
ghazi - a Muslim warrior 
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am! in Cerska, | once again wore the cloak and put on an 
ahmadiyya.” I led the ganaza* prayer. 

Dear God have mercy on her in the Next world. 

Oh righteous soul, enter thou my Heaven in complete rest and 
satisfaction. 

Rahmetullahi alejhi wa selim.* 

Fortunately, it was freedom when she died. 

It didn’t even come close to freedom. But the perfidious 
war games around the reservation of Svebrenica continue. 


Translated by: Muhamed PaSanbegovié 
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'teravih-imam - an imam (Muslim priest) who leads prayer during 
the fasting month of Ramadan 

* ahmadiyya — headgear worn by an imam during prayer 

* 4naz4 — a Muslim funeral 

* Rahmetullahi alejhi wa salim — May his soul rest in peace 
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